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and edges, a smirch of dark weed across the
surface of the water, bulrushes in bud, a lily
here ~r there, and suddenly into it the swing-
ing of a fantastic little shape. A young boy
dressed as a dragon fly. His lithe body scintillated
in green and purple and bewildering blue. His
wings hummed and vibrated. He danced hither
and thither, and once, for a second, Charles
caught sight of the small puckish face, with the
dark intelligent eyes, and the fair hair swept back,
and the rKin jaw with the little tense mouth.

There was expression there that arrested
Charles's attention, life, tensity. Something that
he did not understand.

The Dragon Fly danced. Then came the
final moment when it swung out across the
audience, with the whisper of drums and the
arpeggio music of harps. And the reeds and the
sedges on the stage, and the smirch of dark weed
across the surface of the still water, all reminded
him so much of home.

The fly quivered, there was a tense moment
when in mid-air it seemed to stay, and he, look-
ing up into that little face, saw terror there. He
knew that something had gone wrong. This was
not the usual exhibition. It was aU very well
for the fools in the stalls to applaud madly, and
to call and to cry "Bien, Encore". This was
something that should not have been.

He knew that the wire had snapped.

All in the instant, before the harps had tiifce
to change their singing arpeggios, before the
drums could stop tneir whispering, the little
Dragon Ply fell